184                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
with eyes aglow into a window filled with dream-dolls priced exorbitantly for iny purse, and tiny Barbarka, swallowing hard, had squeezed my hand and observed "Isn't it foolish, Mummy, to buy such expensive dolls for children*** Then there was the occasion some time before the Uprising when two seemingly innocuous loaves of bread, with two grenades concealed in each, had been delivered to her with orders to carry them to a certain address. I remembered the moment when I followed Barbarlca numbly as she was returning from one of her secret girl scout assignments and saw her escape by a hair's breadth a manhunt in the street. August 1st flashed through xny mind, when, a few hours before the Uprising, she had informed me that she, too, would have to go Finally,, could I ever forget the time I returned to the station to find her washing off Yanosik's fresh blood with her own tears..,,And now Barbarka was gone I was sure I would never see her again, though I had promised her I would come I was sure I would die right where I was, in the dirt and the stench, and be buned under a heap of rubble
Zofia found me standing there, and gently wiped off my tears She laid a warm hand on my shoulder and in an even, reassuring tone told me how prudent it had been of me to send Barbarka off to Skorupld Street It was a small, blind street, and no one would have reason to invade it
Hiere was a piercing screech, and we both fell Blood oozed out of my mouth. My ears were deafened by that hateful constant roar. Both of us must have been shouting, because I saw Zofia's mouth wide open and remembered iny own efforts to scream for help. Scholar, Sweeper, Marek and Rok came running to us Zofia stood up with their aid asd pointed upward where the tool had been* She was shaking her head, while a red ribbon of blood streamed down from her left ear. I saw her lips move, but I could sot hear anything at all I was